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expressed more than mere polite concern at this news, for
our coats and rucksacks were in the bottom of T. Y.'s
chair.
My feet now collapsed utterly. The Chinese shoes had
been too small, and I must have bruised my big toe on the
rocks, for the toe-nail had turned quite black. I should
have to take a chair down to the road-head. This was ex-
plained to the bearers (there were only two of them today)
and they agreed, although passengers are not usually car-
ried down the upper part of the path, which is narrow and
very steep. What followed was quite absurdly alarming.
The chair hung poised, for enormous moments, on the
strength of the front man's ankles. A cough or a sneeze, it
seemed, would send all three of us headlong over the
precipice. But nay bearers had the balance of trained acro-
bats, and we got down to Tien-mu-shan without accident.
On arrival I made them a speech of thanks, through A. W.
Kao, and gave them a bonus. They seemed pleased and
genuinely surprised.
The cars took us to Yii-tsien, a grubby, noisy little
town, with a rat's nest of an hotel, where Mr. Ching, in a
kimono, had been nursing his heart, and Major Yang his
war-wounds and his complicated sense of honour. There
was an air-raid alarm, to which nobody paid the least
attention, and a crowded supper-party in our bedroom,
where hatchets were buried in bowls of rice. T. Y. Liu,
neither robbed nor murdered, cleared his reputation at
enormous length: he hadn't taken the wounded soldiers*
chairs, they had refused them; and he had walked all the
way over the mountain. 6So you see', he concluded, 6I am
not cruel at all.' T. Y. addressed A. W. as 6My dear bro-
ther'. Toasts were drunk. A. W. was thanked for his effi-
ciency, Shien for his endurance, Peter for his leadership:
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